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| LOVERS QUARREL ; ; 


pid T Triumph. 


BEING 


The pleaſant Hiſtory of Fair 
FEAR of Scotland, &c. 

N 

This may be ſung; d tf Tin 


— Flora 'sFarewel, 


F all the Lozds in Scotland fate] 
E Ladies that bern ſa night of — 
There is a noble Lady among them all 
and repoꝛt of her pou ſhall hear by wy 


Foz of her beauty ihe is bzight, 

11 and of her colour very fair, 
' She'sdaughfer to Lozv Arundel, 
app20b'd his parand and his heir. 


Ile ſee this bzide, Lozd Phenix laid, 
that Lady ok ſo bzight a blee, 

And ik 3 li ke her countenance well, 
the heir of all my lands fhe' be. 


43 


TheLovers Quarrel, 

But when be came the Lavybefoze, - 
befoze this comely Maid came he, 

O God thx lave thou Lady ſweet, 
my heit and Par and thou Galt br. 


Lee be cff your ſuit (the Ladp ſaid) 
* a9Spouare a Lozd of high degree, 
ou may have Ladſes enough at home, 
and J have a L92d in mine own Country, 


Foz J habe a Lover true of mine own, 
a Derping-man of low degree, 5 
One Tommy Pots it is his name, - 
in; ſteſt love and lat that ever ſhall be. 
If that Tom pots fs his name, 
Jo ken him right verily, 
Jam able fo ſpend fozty pounds a ck, 
were he is not able £o (pend pounds che. 

God give yon god of potr gold ſhe Caſd, : 
and eber Gad give peu god of pour kee, 
Tom pots was the ff:* love that ever J had, 

rd J do mean him the latt to be. 8 


With that 2 02 [: benix ſ@; wis mov” d. 

towards the Lady did be thzeat, | 
oh told her Father, and lo it was pꝛob'd, | 
pod hig Taughters mind was let. 


— —- 


The Lovers Quarrel, _ 

O Datighter dear thou art my own; 
the heir or all my lands ts be, 

Chou ſhalt be hide to the Lozd Phenix; 
ik thai thou mean to be heir to me. 


v 
„ 


O father dear I am pour own, i 

and at pon ommand A needs mut be, 

But bind my bod to whom vou pleaſe, 
mp heart Tam pots ſhall go with thee. 


Alas the Lady her fonvneſs muſt leabe 

"EP and all her fooliſh wooing lay affde, (fed, 
ö The time is come, her friends hath appoin⸗ 
-_ that he muſt be Logd Phenix bꝛide. 


Uith that the Lady began to weep, 
Ge knew not well then what to ſap, 
How Ge might Lozd Phenix deny, 
and eſcape from Marriage quite away. 


- > - ShecaWounto her little Foof-page, 
8 ſaying, J can truſt none but thee, 
Go carry Tom Pots this Letter fair, 
c bid him on Guilford⸗green meet me. 


Fo2 J mut marry againſt my mind, 
02 in faſth well yzoved it hall be, 
And tell to him Jam loving and kind, | 
and wiſhes him this Wedding to lee. 
A 4 But 


The Lovers Quarrel, 
But ſe that thou note his countenance well 
and his colour, and ſhew it to me, E 
And go thy way and high thee again, 
and fozty ſhillings J will give thee. 


i 


Foz if he ſmile now with his lips, (beart 
* hisffomach will give him to laugh at the 
Then may I ſeek another true Love, 

ton of Tem Pots (mall is my part. 


But jt᷑ he bluſh now in his face, 

then in his heart he will ſozry be, 3 
Then ts his vow he hath ſome grace, = 
and kalle to him J will never be. w 


Away this lacky bop he ran, | 
and a full ſpeed fozſooth went he, 
Till he came to Strawberry-Caſtle, 
and there Tom Pots tame he to ſee. 


Me gabe him the Letter in his hand, BE 
beloze that he began fo read, | 
He told him plainly by wozd of mouth, 
" his Love was fozc'd to be Lozd Phenix 
n * 88 
hen he look'd on the Letter fair, 
the ſalt tears blemiſhe d his eyr, 
Hays, J cannot read this Letter fair, 
. 1 ntper a wopd fo lee o pr. 


Ki => 


——— CO 


The Lovers Quarrel. 
My little boy be to me true, 4 
here is five marks J will give thee; 
And all theſe wozds J muſk periiſe, 
and ten my Lady this from me. 


LE” By fa(th and froth ſhe is my own, 
by ſome part of pzomiſe lo its to be found] 
Lozd Phenix ſhall not have her night nog dap 
except he can win her with his ownhand, 


On Guilford-Green J will her meet, \ 
„ kap that A wich her ton me ko pra, 
n Fo there J le loſe my life ſoſweet, 
w dz elſe the Wedding Jmean to Lap, 


Away this Lackep-bop he ran, 
eben as faft as he could hie, 
The Lady ſhe met him two miles of the way; 
| Caps, why haffthouffaidſo long my bo- 


„ Py little bop thou art but poung, 
it gives me at heart thou'l mock & ſcom 
Ale not believe thee by woꝛd of Pouth, 
unleſg on this book thou wilt be ſwozn, 


Now by this book the boy did ſay, 

* andJeſus Chiift be as true to me, 
Tom Pots tould not read the Leſter fait, 
no2 never a woꝛd toſpy 02 ſee. 


©» —- 


— 
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The Lovers Quarrel. 
Pꝛ ſays by kaith and troth you are his dwn} * 
by come part of pꝛomile ſo its to be found 
V. Phenix ſhall not have you night noz dap, 
except he win you with his own hand. 


On Guilford-preen he will pou meet, \ 
he wiſbes you koꝛ him to pay, 

Fo? there he'l loſe his lik: lo ſweet, 

bn elle the Wedding he means to flap. 


Il this be true my little boy, 
theſe tidings which thou telleft to me, 0 
Fojty Sbillings J dis thee pꝛomiſe, 
here is then pounds J will give thee. 


Py Paidens all the Lady ſaig, 
that eber wich me well to pꝛobe, 
Now let us an kneel down and pyap, 
that Tommy pots may win his Lobe. 


Ik it be his koꝛtune the better ts win, 
as J pzay to Chꝛiſt in Trinity, 

Jle make him the flower ok all his kin, 

 fo2 the young Lo2d Arundel he fhall be. 


Tree 
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a "Pare. 


197 leave talking of this Lady fair, 

ia pꝛayers full god where He may be, 
Now let us talk of Tommy pots, 

to his L0zd and Malter fo! aid went he. 


But when he came Lov Jockey bekoze, 
be kneeledlow[y on his Knee, 
What news, whaf news, thou Tommy pots, 
thou art ſo full of courteſte - | 
(pots, 
What tydings, what fydings, thou Tommy 
thou art lo ſull of courteſte; 
Thou haft ſlain ſome of thy fellows fair, 
oz w2ought to me tome villany. 


J have ſlain none ok my fellows fair, 
no2 wzought to you no villany,. 

But A have a love in Scotland fair, 

and J fear J ſhall loſe her with poverty. Ic 


i 


The Lovers Quarrel, 
Ak you'l not believe me by wozd of mouth, 
but read this Letter and pou ſhall ſee, 
Here by all theſe ſuſpitſous wozds 
that he her own ſelf had ſenf fo me. 


But when he had read the Letter kair, 
of all the ſuſpicious wo2ws in it might be 
O Tommy Pots take thou no care, ' 
I thou ic never loſe her with poverty. 


333 1 
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Foz thou ' ſt have fozty pounds a week, 
in gold and {ber thou ſhalt row, 

And Harvy Town J will give thee, 
as long as thou intendꝰ'ſt to wooe. 


Thou'f habe fozty of thy fellows fair, 

and fozty hoꝛſes to go with thee, 

Fozty of the belt Spears J habe, 
and I mp ſelf in thy company. | 


I chank vou Paſter, ſaid Tommy pots, 
that pzoffer is too good fo2 me, 

But if Jeſus Chzit Rand on mp ſide 
my own hands ſhall ſet her kree. 


— —_—— _— — — 
2 
_ 
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od be with pou Piller, laid Tommy pots | 
now Jeſus Chꝛiſt pou ſave and ſee, 

Afever Atome alive again, 

* Faidthe Wedding it all be. 


* — — 


The Lovers Quarrel. 
O God be your ſpeed thou Tommy poys, 
thou art well pzoved foz a man, 
Sce never a dzop of blood thou ſpil, 
noz yonder Gentleman confound. 


See that ſome trute with him you take, 
and appoint a place of liberty; | 
Let him pobide him as well as he tan, 
as well pꝛobided thou ſhalt be. 


But when he came to Guilford-green, 
and there had walke a little allde, 
There was he ware of Lozd Phenix tome, 
and Lady Roſamond his bzide. 


Away by the bzfde then Tommy pots Went, 
but never a wo2d to her did lap, 

Till he the Lozd Phenix came befoze, 
he gave him the right time of the day. 


D welcome, welcome, thou Tommy pots, 
thou ſerbing · man of low degree, 

Gow doth fhy Lozd and aſter af home, 
and all the- Ladies in that countrey. 


— Maſter is in good health, 
vee that J did him ſee, 


911 


Mili pou walk with me to an out ⸗ſi de, 
two oꝛ thꝛee wopds to talk with me. 


Pon 


5 _— — — 


The Lovers Quarrel. 

Pou are a noble man, ſaid Tom, 
and bojn a Lozd in Scotland free, 

Pou may have Ladies enoughat home, 
and never take my Love from me. 


Away, awap, thou Tommy Pots, 
thou ſerving-man ſtand thou allde, 
It is not a ſerving-man this day, 
that tan hinder me of my bzide. | 


Ik I be a Serving-man laid Tom, 


and you a Loꝛd of high degree, 
A [pear 02 two with pou ile run, b . 
befoe i le lole her cowerdly, EP 


Appoint a place J will thee meet, 
appoint a place of liberty, 

Foz there {le lole mplife ſo [weef, 
02 eile my Lady i'le let free. 


On Gu ilford⸗ęꝑreen 2 Will thee meek, | | 
no man noz boy ſhall come with me; 
$5 J am a man, ſaid Tommy Pots, 
l'lt habe as few in my company. 


And thus ſtaid the Marriage wa. 

the h11de unmarried went homß Fain, 
Then to her Paid faft did ſhe loUNH, 
and in her heart (2 was full fain. 


The Lovers Quarrel; 


apy Paſdens all, the Lady ſaid, 
that ever walt on me this day, 


Now let us all kneel down, 
and foz Tommy Pots let us all pjay. 


If it be his foztune the better to win, 
as I truſt to God in Trinitp,. 

Ile make him the flower of all his kin, 
fo2 the poung Lozd Arundel he ſhall be. 
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THE 5 
Third Part. 


Pen Tom Pots came home again, 
to try foꝛ his love he had but a werk, 


F012 \ozrow God wot he nerd not cate, 
foz four days that he fell ft k. 


With that his maſter to him tame, (doubt, 
ſays, pꝛap thee Tom Pots fell me if thou 
Whether thou haſt gotten thy gap Lady, 


02 Chou muff go thy lobe without. 


FE 


| | The Lovers Quarrel. 
D aſter pet it is unknown, | 
within theſe two days will try d it mutt be; 
He is a Lo2d, A but a ServingoPan, 
I feat I ſhall loſe her with poverty. 


I pꝛethee Tom pots get thee on thy feet, 
my fozmer pꝛomiſes kept hall be, 
As J am a Lozd in Scotland fafr, 
-_ thou 'finever loſe her with poverty. 
(year, 


Foz thou'ft have the half of my Lands a 
and that will raiſe thee many a pound, 
Wefoze thou ſhalt out-bzavev be, 
thou Galt dzop Angels with him on the 
(ground. 
J thank you Paſter laid Tommy Pots, 
pet there is one thing of you J would kain, 
If that Jloſe my Lady lweet, 
bow i'ſt reſtoꝛe your goods again? 


If that thou win the Lady lweet, 
thou mavſt well kozth thou ſhalt pay me, 
Ik thou losſeſt thyLady, thou loleſt enough, 
thou (half not pay me one penny. 


eu have thirty hozſes in one cloſe, 
vou keep them all both frank and free, 
Amongſt them all there's an Old White 
this day would let my Lady free, Hue: 


» Wa W .. 


The 3 Quarvel, | 

That is an old Hozle with a cut tall, 
full Erteen pears of age is he, 

Ik thou wilt lend me that old hoſe; 
then could J win her eaſtly. 


That's a fooliſh opinion his Pater ſaid, 
and a fooliſh opinion thou tak'ft to thee 

Thon'f have a bettet then ever he was, 

' though fozty pounds moze it coft me. 


D your choſce hozleg are wild and tough, 
and little they tan skill of theit train, 
If J be out of my ſaddle caff, 
they are lo wild they'l ne'r be fan. 


Thou'ſt1 have that hozſe, his jaFer laid, 

fk cher one thing thou wilt me ten, 

Why that hoſe is better then any other, 
I ptip thee Tom Pots ſhew thou to me. 


That ho1le is old, of ffomach bold, 
and well can he Skill ok his train, 

Ik J be out of my ſaddle caſt, | 
he'l either Fand ill, oz turn again, 


Thou'lt have the hozſe with all my heart, 
and my Plate Coat of flver free, 
An hundzed men to ftand at thy back, 
to ande if he thy peter be. | 


The Lovers Quarrel. 

I thank peu Palter, ſald Tommy Pots, 
(aft pzoffer ig too goed ſor me, 

J wouldnot foz ten thouſand pounds, 
babe man oz bop in my company. 


God be with pou Palter, laid (Tommy Pots) 


now as peu are a man of Law, 
ne Thing let me crave at sus hard, 
let neber a one of my fellows know. 


£02 ił that my fellows they did wot, 
o ken of my extremiCy, 

Extept᷑ you keep them under a loc k, 
behind me J am ſure they would not be. 


But when he tame to Guilford- green, 
Le waited hours two 61 thiee, 

Trere he was ware of Lend Phenix come, 
and leur Pen in his company. 


Bou habe bzoken your vow, ſaſd Tommy Pots, 
che bow which you bid make to me, (boy. 

Sou (aſd pou would bzing neither man noz 
and now has bꝛought moze then two oz 3. 


hee are my men, Loqd Phenix laid, 
which every day do walt on me, 
any of theſe dare pzoffer to Erike, 


te run my ſpegr though bis body. 


9 


N 
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The Lavers ch 
Ile run no rate now, laid Tommy Pots, 
ercept now this may be, 
If eithec of us de flain this day, 
the other ſhall forgiven be. 


| Ile mike that vow with all my heart, 


my men ſhall tear witneſs with me. 
And te thou flap me here this dax, 
in Scotland wozſe belob'd thou never 4 
5 
They turn'd their hoſes thzire abrut, 
to tun the race ſo eagerly, 


Jou rhen'x he was flerce and ſtout. 


t ran Tom Pots thzough te thitko'th this 


bio bor d hem out of the Saddle knir. 


down do the ground fo ſozrowfullty, E. 
Jo the loſs of my life J do not care, 5 
but.foz the loſs of my fai: AI. 


Now fo! Lhe loſs of my Lady [weet, 3 


which ovce I thought ts hve been my wilt, 
J pꝛay thee Loqd Phenix rife rot awer, 5 
ſoʒ with thee J would end my life. 


Tom Pots was but a Se-vingeman, 
but yet he was a Dos; godd. 
He bound his ta'dkerchief on bis wound, 
and with ſome kind of words he ſtancht his 
b'o3d, B 2 Ve 


The Lovers Cat, 
He leapt info his ſaddle again, 
the blodd in dis body began to warm, 
De miſt Lo2d Phenix body fair, 
E ran him though the bzawn of the arm. 


He boz'd him out ol his Saddle fatr, 
down to the around moſt ſozrowſully, 
Saps, pꝛethee Lp, d Phenix riſe up and agb. 
. 02 ᷑ield my Lady unto me. | 


Now fo2 ta fight J cannot tell, 
and foz to fight J am not lure; 


Thou haſt. run me thꝛow the bzawn o'th arm, 


that with a ſear I may not endure. 


Thou 'n have.the Lady with all my heart, 

it was neber likely better to pzove, 
With me oꝛ any Noblemari elle, 

that would hinder a poo2 man of his love. 


Veeing you lay-\o.much. laid Tommy Pots, 


J will not ſeem pour butcher to be, 
But J will tome and ftanch pour blood, 
if any thing pou will give _ 


As he did ſtanch Lozd Phenix blood, 
Loꝛd in his heart he did rezoyce, 

Ile not take the Lady from pou thus. 

but ok her you'lt have another choice. 


Bere 


The Lovers Qyarrel. 
Pere is a lane of two miles long, 
at either end we let will be, 
The Lady ſhall ftand us among, 

her own choſce ſhall ſet her free. 


If thou'l do ſo Lozd Phenix ſaid; 
to loſe her by her own choice it's honefp, 
Chufe whether J get her oz go her without, 
fozty pounds J will give thee. 


But when they in that lane was ſef, 5 
the wit of a woman foz to pꝛobe, 

By the faith of my body the Lavy ſafd, 
then Tom Pots muſt needs have his (ove. 


wo 


Zowards Tom Pots the Lady did. ble, 
ta get on behind him heſtil; 

Nap ſtap, nay ſtap, Loꝛd Phenix laid, 
better pꝛoved it ſhall br. 


Stay vou with pour Paidens here, 
in number kalr che axe but three: 

Tom pots and J will go b vind zonder wall, 
* that one oł us two be pꝛaved to dyr. 


But when they tame behind (he wall, 
the one came not the ot he ugh, 

F 9; the L02d Phenix had mid a vaw, 

that with Tom Pots he would never ON. 


Ihe Lovers Quarrel, 
O gſve me this choice Lo2d Phenix (a(d, 
te mode whether true oz falſe the be, 
AndJ wlll eo fo the Lady fair. 
and fell her Tom Pots llain fg he. 


When he tame from beh!r.d the Wall, 
with his face all bloody as it might be, 
O Lady ſweet ttou art my own, 
ſoz Tom Pots flain habe J. 


Now habe J lain him, Tommy Pots. 

and given him deaths wounds two oz thie, + 
O Lady ſweet thou art my own. 

of all lobes wilt thou libe with me ? 


I thou haft ſlain zim Tommy Pots, 

t given him deaths wounds two oz thzee, 
Ile ſeil the ſtate of my fathers Lands, 

but hanged Wall Lozd rhenix be. 


With that the Lady fell in 3 wound. - 
ſoꝛ a grieved w3man god wot was ſhe, x 
Lon Phenix he was ready then, 
to take her up ſo haftily. 


O Lady ſwret. fand thou on tay ſeet, 
Tom Pots alive this day m2y be, 

Ile lend fo; thy Father Lozd Arvn del, 
and he and the wedding will (ce, 


Ile 


The Lovers Quarrel, 

J'le ſcndfo2 thy Father Lozd Arundel, 
and he and I the Wedding wiki ſe: 

Ik he will not maintain rou well, 

both Lands and libings vou it have of me. 


1. J'lef&ethis Wedding, Lozd Arundel ſaſd, 
of my daughters luck that is ſo fair, 
DEing the matter will be no better, | 
of all my Lands Tom Pots ſhall be the heir. 


rity that the Lady began fo ſmile, 
£0; a glad woman God wot was ſhe; 
\ Now all my Paſvs the Lady ſaid, 
example you map take by me. 


But all the Ladies of Scotland fair, 

and lafſes of England that well would pꝛobe 
Neſther marry fo2 Gold no2z Gods, 

noz marry fo; nothing but only love. 


Foz had a lover true of my own, 
2 a Servlng ⸗ nian of low degree, , 
, Now from Tom Pots le change hls name, 
loz the poung Lo2d Arundel he Wall be. 


FINIS 


